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Beloved 


Author's Notes: 
This is for the Halloween Challenge. Though | added my own spin to it by limiting myself to have only two 


scenes to tell the story. Thanks to Lia for the idea and encouragement :) 


Tony sighed, slipping down to sit at his writing table, tears shining in his eyes. 


Books, papers, and pens strewn over the table in a mismatched clutter. The whole room darkened by the purple 


shades that lined the windows. 
A sign of mourning and regret. 


He fished around to find a sheet of paper, pushing around dusty volumes of Shakespeare and Dante to the side 
with each swipe. Finally he pulled out a fresh sheet, untouched by his human hands or anything else until now. 


Tony took a drink of red wine, sloshing the heady liquid down his throat without care. He dipped his quill into 


the ink well and began to write. 


To whom it may concern, 


| leave this note of my final demise. A small token of my life and death from those who happen to find it. For I 


will be no more when you do, 


| cant go on living while my beloved is gone. My heart empty and cold without his warmth and touch. | cant 
fathom a happy life when his was taken from me so suddenly, 


My life is not untouched with tragedy, for my parents were killed by those who fear change. Strung up for all the 


world to see under our cherry tree. 


The looks and the laughter ringing in my ears when | walked into fown for supplies. The hatred in their eyes when | 
had money to spare and them with none. 


it was never my choosing to be born to money, for it was my parents and grandparents who earned it 
Nevertheless | was still chastised for it. Beaten down and made a mockery when | chose to spend it on various 
things. 


it was a lonely life without my parents until he arrived A white knight in a sea of black madness. My beacon in the 


raging storms of my mind 

He can never know how much he changed me, how much he shaped my life until its now inevitable end. For he 
gave life to someone who was all but forgotten by the sands of time. 

Hs bright smile welcomed my mornings and his dark eyes thrilled my nights. Filling my heart with such love and 
wonder that | never hoped possible. 

But then you took him from me. 


He never harmed a soul, but was strung up again by your cruel hands. Swinging from the same cherry tree that 
once held my parents. 


The loss | felt that morning, awaking fo see his dead face from my windows was unbearable. | cant put it into 
words because they fail me right now. There are no words that could describe it for me. No words fo lessen the 


crushing blow that | have been dealt. 


İt is this instance that has pushed me to write this. To say what | could not fo him and to those who have taken 
him from me. You cant possibly know what you have stolen What your lives will be after this 


For | swear on my last dying breath, you will never see the light of day on this coming morn 


That | can promise you 


Tony Kakko 


KEKEKE 


Tony stood on the edge of the cemetery, shivering under his light coat. Soon he wouldn't need its warmth. Soon 


he'd be with his beloved again. 


He walked between the various graves, reading off the names to himself to pass the time. After all, time was 


the least of his worries now. 


At the top of a hill he stopped in front of two graves. The surname Kakko lined both of their markers. His 
parents, now dead to the world. He pulled at the weeds, now overtaking them both, and tossed them to the 
side. 


A smile crossed his lips as he stared down. "Soon we will be together again" 


Thunder cracked in the distance, the night sky filling with deep, dark clouds overhead. Lightning illuminated the 
dark cemetery, lighting Tony's path onward. 


He stopped again, this time in front of a newly chiseled gravestone. The words Elias Viljanen etched into the 
heavy marble stone. He ran his fingers inside the grooves of Elias’ name. "My beloved. Let us be together 


again" He glanced up at the storm filled sky and grinned. "Come to me, my love. Let us be one." 


The ground shook under Tony's feet, earth and stone parting. Gravestones around him wiggled and toppled to 
the ground, grass splitting from the dirt, baring itself for the world to see. 


Tony closed his eyes, letting his body feel the vibrations under his feet. Staggering to stand upright, he leaned 


against his beloved's gravestone and let the sensations overtake him. 


Thunder and lightning continued their longing chase across the sky, striking down trees and those who would 


interfere. They couldn't stop him now. No one could stop it now. 


Tony opened his eyes and arched, arms wrapping around his waist to hold him close. He whispered, "My 


beloved." 


He gasped, blood gushing from his neck and rolling down his fine clothes. His bloody lips parting, "You've come 


back to me." 


Headstones tossed to the side like matchsticks, the earth pushing them up and out. Hands struck through the 
ground, shaking in the air in defiance and pulling their rotting bodies out. 


Tony turned around to face him. To see him again for the first time since that morning. He touched the 


hollowed out face, skin breaking away from the skull. 


They kissed among the groans of the earth and the rumbles in the sky, a perfect kiss to seal their love. 
Bodies pushed out from every area of the cemetery, shuffling and shambling to life. 


Tony pulled back from the kiss, his eyes clouding over from death and skin turning a muted gray. He reached 
up to stroke his beloved's long hair again. "Let us go." 


He took up Elias' decaying hand and walked forward down the path, nodding at the remains of his parents 
standing by their headstones as he passed. 


The dead followed behind him, as they could do no other. He was, after all, their master. 
Tony grinned, the lightning glowing off his dead eyes, and headed out of the cemetery gates for town. 


Elias’ noose swinging in his hand. 


